T be m oft lamentable T ragedic 

TXwrt, She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wadi, 
A«dfo lets leaueher toherfiient walkes. 

Chiron, Andtweremy caufe,l (hould goe hang my felfe, I 
Dsmct.U thou hadft hands to helpe thee knit the cord, 

En ter M arcus from hunting ♦ x 

Who is this my Neece that flies away To fafl} 

Cefenaword, where is yourbusband i 

If I do dreame woiildail my wealth wold wake me, 

If I doc wake, Come Planet ftrikcmedowue, 

That I may flam her in sternal 1 fleepe. 

Speake gentle Neece, what Herne vngentle hands. 

Hath lopt and hewd, and maae thy body bare,. 

Of her two tranches, tirofc fweet ornaments 
Whpfe circling fbadowes,Kingshaue fought to fleepein. 
And might not gaine fo great a hippines 
As halfethy louc: Why dooft not fpcake tome i 
A las, a crimfon tiuerofwarme blood, 
Liketoabublingtountainefthd with winde, 

J)oth rife and fall betweenethv Rofcd lips, 

Comrnmg and going with thy honny breath. 

But fire fomc Tcrem h th defloured thee, 

And leaf!: thou fhouldfl deleft them, cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turnll a wav thy race for Ihame. 

And notwithllanding all this lofFs ol bl >od, 

As from a Conduit with cheir llTuiug fpouts , 

Yet doe thy cheelceslouke red as T iiansfdce, 

Biulhing tuberncountred w uh a clowde. 

Shill l fpeake tor thee, fhali I'.ay tis Co? 

Oh. that l knew thy hare, and knew the beafi , 

That lmightraile.it bun toeafemy minde. 

Sorrow concealed, like an Ouen flopt, 

IDoth burne the hart to cinders v he/c it is*, 
paire Phdom.llx llie but lofl her tongue, 

And in a tedruus fain pier lowed her nundc». 


of Tim Andr&ntM 

Butloucly Neece, that meane is cut from th«4 
A craftier Tf«*i haft thou met, 

And he hath cut thofc pretty fingers off, 

That could ha ue better lowed then Pctlomel. 

Oh had the monfter fcenc thofe Lilly hands* 

Tremble like Afpen leauesvpon a Lute, 

And make t he fil ken firings delight tokiffc them, 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the beamnly Harmony, 

Which that f weet tongue bath ttttde: 

He would bane dropt bis knife and fell allsepe. 

As Cerberus at the Thracian > Poets feete. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy father bhnde, 

Forfucha fight will blinde a fathers eye. 

One houres ftorme will drowne the fragrant meadeSj 
Whatwill whole monthsofteares thy Fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw backc.for we will mourne with thee, 

Oh could our mournin g cafe thy rnifery. ^emt 

Enter the Incites and Senators with Tims two formes bound, 
on the Stage to the place of execution, and Titus going be* 

^ Titus. Heareroegratiefathcrs, noble Tribu*esftay, 

Forpitty ofmineage,whofe youth was fpent 
In dangerous warres, whilftyou fecurtly flept. 

For all my blood in Romes great quarrell lhed, 

For all the frolly nights that I haue watcht. 

And for thefe bitter teares, which now you fee. 

Filling the aged wrinklesinmy cheekcs, 

Bepittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whofe foules is not corrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty fonnes I neuer wept* 

Becaufethcy died in honours lofty bed. 

' Androniw lyetb dew tJe } aud the Judges pa ffe by him. 
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